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oblige influential persons, had agreed to exchange it
for the Duke's own residence in Whitehall, that grey
spreading pile of rusticated stone which is now the
Scottish Office. However, re-decorated by its new
mistress, the second Melbourne House was just as
splendid as the first; and life there was equally brilliant,
disorderly, and in the thick of things. Daily the gentle-
men dropped in on their way to and from the House
of Commons; nightly the courtyard re-echoed with
the coach wheels that brought to dinner the Duchess
of Devonshire, or the Prince of Wales. For a year or
two there had been a coldness between the Prince and
the Melboumes. He expected his friends to take his
part in every chop and change of his endless quarrels.
And when, after Mrs. Fitzherbert fell from favour, he
discovered that Lady Melbourne continued to visit
her, he broke with her entirely. But now in 1798 Mrs.
Fitzherbert was forgiven and the Prince back at Mel-
bourne House, in wilder spirits than ever, and eating
on a scale which even William, accustomed thoughhe
was to the appetites of the day, found amazing. The
Prince took a fancy to him, that was why William
went so much to CarltonHouse. Fewweeks passed that
he did not walk across the Mall to dine within its mere-
tricious walls; where he sat, an observant young man,
listening to his royal host as, hour by hour, he poured
forth the kaleidoscopic effusions of his preposterous
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